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mntain sat in his cabin ; his | time, in order to effect your escape. 

w napeoui ^ troubled lines, i Do nothing rash. And now hasten
away, test ydu be discovered. Themarked with

ri!Tu.0Ugi# fuU of anxiety. There 
" „ unusual atmosphere in the
^p; the sailors seemed sullen and 
aloomy. not going about their 
duties cheerfully and willingly as 
ohey had been wont to do. This 
tate of affairs had begun with the 

Rivent of Lieutenant Fernan, and 
tlungs were daily growing worse. 
Captain Stoinecke leaned his head on 
bis hands, unable to decide what 
course to pursue; the sole consol o- 
tion 0f these deeply anxious mo
ments being the knowledge that his 
life at sea was nearly over; that af
ter this voyage he would be able to 
return to his widowed daughter and 
ber two children to spend his re
maining days in quiet content. Al- 
il10ugh be had not reached the age 
lor retirement, his health had not 
been good since the death of his 
-ife while bo was absent on a voy- 
_«e ' two years before. And thus it 
was that the paternal government, 
which be hod served for so many 
faithful years, had granted him 
leave to retire earlier than was cus
tomary. While he sat there musing, 
he placed his hand within the bo- 
aom of his vest and drew forth a 
beautiful miniature picture of tit. 
Joseph, which he always wore, and 
after gazing upon it long and earn
estly, he fervently pressed it to his 
Ups. It had been given him by his 
dead wife who had had it copied by 
an excellent arti|t from a fam > .s 
painting oi the gentle saint. Re
placing it in his bosom he leaned 
back in his chair and wear ily clos- 

his eyes he was soon fusting 
, asleep.

As be slept he dreamed. AM hi.? 
perplexity and unhappiness vatv.di- 
ed; he was standing once more i t'
aide the vine-covered window - of Ins 
own drawing-room, his wife by his 
side. In the garden beneath then, 
their little daughter gamboll< (i and 
played, looking up and kissing !.. r 
hand to the devoted parents who 
watched her so fondly. The years 
were effaced, he forgot that she too, 
like bimSilf had lost her l.e-u l‘s 

•companion, and that when ho had 
last parted from her she had been 
clothed m melancholy robes < f 
black and that she had mimrlvl )«vi 
own tears v. i < those »>f her orphan 
children. Again the scene changed— 
his wife was gone, but in her place 
stood his daughter, her image, and 
she was saying : “Father, do not 
give way to melancholy forebodings. 
With mother's clear picture of St. 
Joseph on your heart, nothing can 
harm you."

Suddenly a hand was laid upon his 
shoulder—the dream vanished, the 
dreamer awoke. Before him stood a 
young cadet named Hohn, the only 
one in whom he had noticed ahy 
spirit of insubordination.

What is the matter?” cried the 
captain, springing to his feet, as l.c 
observed the deathly paleness of the 
young man’s face.

*'Sh! Do not speak so loud,” said 
the cadet. “I have stolen here to 
warn you, although 1 fear it is al
ready too late.” 1

What do you mean?” asked the 
captain. “What has happened to 
make you so pale and troubled look
ing?”

•'Mutiny!'* replied the other. 
''They have determined to kill you. 
L cl tenant Fernan has a mad scheme 
of becoming captain, and with bril
liant promises he has persuaded the 
■crew to join him.’

•,ti why?” answered the captain.
‘I have remarked his peculiar beha

vior as well os that of all the 
■others, save . yourself, but never 
dreamed that things had gone so 
fax. Why commit murder when the 
■next voyage would see him in mv 
place?”

‘‘There is gold on this ship,’ 
whispered the other. “Lieutenant 
xernan has concocted a scheme to 
^eize it, take the Ship and turn it 
go a Pirate cruiser. The men have 
been partly coerced, and partly in 
duced by promises of a share in the 
booty, to join him.”

"Are you sure that this plan is 
™l.v matured?"

"I heard it all through the thin 
partition between my quarters and 
theirs. I have an unusually fine ear. 
eaptain. I did not miss a word.

, "hat Can wc do to avert this ter- 
fiDle calamity?”

There is nothing to be done,” 
Wfwered the captain sadly, in a 
voice scarcely audible to his bear- 
lr- ,'To make an appeal lor mercy 
Wuu d not only be vain, but it 
•ould involve you in a like misfor- 
«**!«* myself, for, then they 
would know from whom I learned 
the Particulars. For me it is only 
a matter of a few years at most • 
you have, I trust, a long and uSe^ 
v". '“e before you: But I could 
naVe died thus.”

For a moment the good and brave 
‘‘SS? hls ,aco in hi" hands 

n. 11, ting his head once more, 
« continued :
■clZhank ?od- 1 Shall die with a 
I h^v .nSlen°e hMMia unsoiled. 
£>mve tr.ed to do my duty. Take a
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"rtrt11: tell her that we shall

«he day be

time___
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knowledge that you have not 
periled your life for mine w;ll make 
my own fate easier to bear.”

So saying he beckoned him away. 
The young man seized his hand, 
pressed it warmly and disappeared. 
When he had gone the captain fell 
upon his ' knees and prayed fervent
ly. Not many moments had elapsed 
before he heard the murmur of ap
proaching voices. The captain arose, 
the door was thrown open, and the 
lieutenant, accompanied by several 
sailors, appeared on the threshold. 
At the same instant a tremendous 
clap of thunder broke upon their

“What is wrong?” asked the cap
tain, as they crowded into the

“Nothing is wrong,” replied Lieu
tenant Fernan insolently. “Every
thing is all right now. I am in 
command of this ship; these men 
will obey my orders to the letter. 
Your last hour has come, Captain 
Stein ecke; neither praying our 
pleading will avail you; make no re1 
sis tan ce, but follow us at once.:’

Another clap of thunder more ter
rible than the first caused some of 
the sailors to çtart in terror.

“We ore going to have a fearful 
storm,” said one^ glancing timidly 
at the lieutenant.

“Coward,” he replied. “Not an
other word.” At the same moment 
he gave him a violent push. The 
others exchanged glances; they were 
not pleaded to see their companion 
thus rudely treated- The contrast 
between the calm, dignified attitude 
of the captain-and that of their new 
commander was striking enough to 
make them pause in their unholy 
work. The lieutenant saw that they 
were beginning to hesitate and a 
feeling of rage took possession of 
him. “Out with you,” he cried, 

Seize this man and throw him in
to the sea.”

As he spoke the war of the ele
ments began in earnest. The light
ning flashed, the thunder rolled, the 
wind howled through the rigging, 
and the rain came down in tor
rents. The sailors without exception 
shrank back as the lieutenant re
peated his commands. Not one of 
them offered to stir.

“Cowards,” he shouted, ” throw 
that man into the sea! ”

No one moved. With a terrible 
oath the lieutenant sprang forward, 
pistol in hand. The next instant he 
hod pressed it against the captain’s 
heart, and pulled the trigger. A 
flash, a puff of smoke followed—but 
the man whom he had thought to 
kill stood perfectly culm and unin
jured. The bystanders were astound
ed; but the lieutenant was not dis
mayed. Once more he was about to 
pull the trigger which he had this 
time aimed close to the head of the 
captain, but at that critical instant 
aJl was changed. A terrible blaze 
of lightning seemed to envelope the 
deck, followed by a shock that half 
stunned all those who stood within 
itf influence. When it had parsed 
th* .ailors stepped forward. Prone 
on he deck lay a man, a dead man, 
a livid streak disfiguring his fore
head and ashen checks. But it was 
not Captain Stcinocke. Kneeling on 
the deck beside the corpse of his 
would-be murderer, the good man 
exclaimed in a tremulous voice :

“He has been struck by lightning. 
May Cod have mercy on his soul.” 
At the some moment he drew the 
medallion picture of St. Joseph 
from Ips bosom. The ivory face of it 
had been shattered to fragments, 
making also 9 deep indentation in 
the back, which was of gold.

“See, men!” he cried, holding it 
aloft. “It is St. Joseph, who un
der the Providence of God has saved 
my life.”

The terrible warning they had just 
received proved effective with the 
mutineers. To a man they went on 
their kr.ees beseeching the captain 
to forgive them, promising at the 
same time to obey without a mur
mur his slightest command. Captain 
Stoinecke was a Christian; he lost 
not a moment in enforcing with the 
most solemn words the Idsson they 
had just received. During the re
mainder of the voyage they were a 
model crew.

moments they came out upon the 
meadow, through which flowed a 
little brook, in whose clear waters 
the minnows could be seen disport
ing themselves. In the middle of this 
field stood an old willow tree of im
mense size, beneath whose spreading 
branches a rustic seat had oeen 
placed by some kind Christian soul 
in times long since forgotten. Here 
the children had always been in the 
habit of resting on their way to and 
from the village. *

i ‘‘Mother, there is a man sitting on
th® bench,;* said Joseph. “Shall we 
rest or shall we go on?”

“As you please,” replied the mo
ther. “If you do not feel tired, per
haps it may be as Well to go on.”

But the man arose at their ap
proach , and came forward smiling.

‘‘Grandpapa, grandpapa! ” ex
claimed the little ones with joy.

”0, mother, he is not dead, he is 
here.”

The mother stood still, trembling 
—half afraid. But a well known 
voice reassured her.

“Emily,” cried her father, with

extended arms, and she sank upon 
^ipr.posom.

"Dut we thought you were dead 
father, 7 she said at last, and re
lated the circumstance of the arri
val o< the unwelcome news. Then 
her father told her the story of his 
miraculous escape, adding, as he 
finished, “Wc reached Bremer haven 
yesterday, and I hurried home as 
fast as I could, leaving my boxes to 
corné later, for I wished to be with 
you on St. Joseph's Day. I feei 
that we must spend it together, as 
we have always done whenever pos
sible, and more particularly now 
when such a miracle has been work
ed in my behalf. Your dear mother 
would have wished it so, Emily. As 
I reached the village the first bell 
was ringing for Maes, and I knew I 
should be certain to meet you. 
Thinking to surprise you I waited 
on this bench by the willow. But I 
hear the last bell. We must hasten, 
for we cannot afford to be late to
day at the Mass which will be for 
us more than ever one of praise and 
thanksgiving.”—Mrs. M. E. Mannix, 
in the Rosary Magazine.
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j OUR BOYS AND GIRLS. !
THE BOY FOR ME.

Ilis cap is old, but his hair is gold, 
A * <1 his face is as clear as the m-v. 

Ai d whoever he meets, on laues or

Ho looks him straight in the. eve 
With a fearless pride that has 

naught to hide, ,,
- Though he bows like n il; Ue 

knight, •’v
Quit•.* debonair, to a lady fair,

h a smile that is swift as debt

Not k‘t? or

W ♦

Does his mother call? 
ball

Or the prettiest gome, cun t-tx.v 
ilis eager feet as he hasteus to 

greet
Whatever she means to ztayi 

Amr the teachers depend 0.1 the i.'t- 
tle friend

At school in his place at nine, 
With his lessons learned and his 

good marks earned.
All ready to toe the line.

I wonder if you have seen him. too, 
The boy, who is not too big,

F -r a morning kiss from mother and 
Sis,

Wno isn't a bit of prig.
But gentle and strong, and the 

whole day long 
As merry us boy can be.

A gentleman, dears, in coming years, 
And at present the boy for me.

It was the nineteenth of March of 
that same year. Two months hod 
elapsed since the occurrence of the 
foregoing events. The widowed 
daughter of Captain Steinccke sat 
on a bench in the garden of her fa
ther's residence. The first flowcis of 
spriçg bloomed all about her, the 
birds song in the branches, but her 
heart was heavy and sad, fcf only 
the day before she had read in the 
newspaper that a fast steamer pass
ing the “Orion” in mid-ocean had 
brought tidings of the death by a 
stroke of lightning of its gallant 
commander. She could obtain no 
further particulars -until the arrival 
"of his ship, which was now due. On 
this day her father and mother had 
been wont to make a festival at 
home, and had never failed to at
tend High Mass at the village 
Church. And now they were both 
gone and she must keep it alone 
with her little children. Although 
her inclinations would have kept her 
at home, she wished to do that, 
which she felt would please her pa^ 
rents. Tlierefore she had dressed her 
little ones in their best, and toge
ther they were about to set out to 
the Church.

The children, still too young to 
live the extent of her loss and 
their own, played near her on 
lawn.

Soon the sound of the distant 
beîl stole up from the v&l-

. and lena,” she 
a hand to each. “It

,

FORGIVEN'ESS.—Rain, rain, no
thing but ruin ifrorn the murky sky 
above, nothing but slush and filth 
beneath, and nothing but busy 
pushing people all around. The. air 
was full of the clamor and roar of 
the great city; everything and every
body seemed cold and pitiless and 
in a hurry; everybody, except a child 
who stood on the curb-stone ; and 
watching the surging rumbling 
crowd that rolled past him.

It was a child with fair and deli
cate limbs that would have made 
the joy of a mother’s heart and the 
light of many a childish home, but 
he siood now, ragged and dirty and 
barefoot on the edge of the pave
ment, so friendless and homeless 
that ^could not tell you where he 
had come from, nor where he was 
going to, for I doubt whether he 
knew himself.

lie did not look frightened or be- 
kvildercd at his loneliness, though 
why he did not, it is hard to say; 
perhaps he was aware of what no 
one else could see, of the white shin
ing angel who stood beside him with 
stainless outspread wings unruffled 
by the crush of the thronging crowd, 
and tender hands open to guard and 
direct him. However that may be, 
there was a fearless promptitude in 
the way in which he scrambled from 
off the high pavement, down into 
the gutter, and set off in a direct 
line across the street. And the an
gel was with him still, with him as 
he dodged under the very wheels of 
a rattling hansom, with him ns a 
policeman called to him to “look 
out,” and made a little rush as if 
to seize him, with him as the big 
omnibus thundered down upon him 
with its three heavy horses, and 
with him still when the omnibds 
had passed and the child lay a 
crushed and mangled heap in the 
middle of the street.

There had been none to stretch 
but a hand to the little outcast be
fore, or to ward the evil from him, 
but there were plenty, now that 
the evil was done, to wçcp over him 
and sympathize ajid offer remedies. 
Alas! is it not often and often so ? 
But, happily, it was not too late 
this time for the remedy to be of 
some servie? The child was carried 
to a hospital and laid in a little 
bed, and all that surgical aid and 
tender nursing could do was done 
for him. m

But from the outset the end was 
evident. The angel had chosen a 
rough road to heaven, but it was 
to heaven the little soul was un
doubtedly bound, and that speedily. 
But still the angel's task was not 
accomplished, for as yet the child 
wayfarer knew nothing of where he 
was going to, or of what awaited 
him there. So there came one with 
a gentle voice and kindly ways who 
sat day after day by his bedside 
and spoke to him tender words of 
choiity Biid hope. The first day 
she told him of HJm who made us 
and of His exceeding love for the 
creatures be has formed and taught 
the boy to say ”0ur Father” with 
hesitating lips and wondering eyes 
fixed upon her face. And the sec
ond day she told him of Him who 
died for ue. and who so «loved lit
tle children that He — * "•
as a child for their 
third day she spoke 
grieved Him, and how

mb happiness with Him for ever, 
bidding us only love one another 
for His sake, even as He had loved 
us, and forgive ns we had been for
given. The child's face blushed with 
eagerness and he hung upon her 
words as she went on—

“Our dear Lord forgave every
body, ever, the wicked men who put 
Him to death, and so we too, if we 
want to go to heaven with Him, we 
must forgive everybody from our 
hearts.”

“Me too?” said the child, “must 
I forgive?”

“Yes, even you.”
Ho said nothing moce then, and 

his friend rose up to go.
“T il come back to-morrow,” she 

said as she stooped over his bed, 
"a$d if you like I’ll bring you a 
present. XT hat shall it be. A pic
ture book?”

“No, no, not a picture book.” 
“Well then, a Noah's urk?”
“No. Bring me an ‘omnibus’ and 

a pair of horses.”
“An omnibv/5? t\ hat could you 

do with it? You are too ill to ride 
about on the floor with it. Think 
of something else.”

'** Mo, an •omnibus,' ” he persist
ed. and seeing that his friend still 
hesitated, he stretched out his 
arms and clasped them around her 
neck. “J want to have an ‘omni
bus,’ ” he whispered, “to cuddle and 
nurse il, and then our dear Lord 
will know I have forgiven it for 
running over me, and He’ll let me 
go to heaven with Him.”

So the toy was brought and laid 
in the child's ted, and he took it in 
his pool- maimed arms and hugged 
it and made much of it, and forgave 
the painted tin driver who sat on 
the front seat, and over and over 
again assured him that he didn’t 
mind having been run over, and 
that his side didn’t hurt “so very

So the days passed, ahd the end 
drew nearer.

“Has the child’s mother never 
been tb inquire for him?” the nurse 
was asked one day when the boy 
diooped more than usual, and the 
angel’s task seemed well nigh done.

“No,” was the answer, “no one 
has ever been nigh the place to ask 
after him. They do not know whe
ther he had a mother. They had 
as Ned him questions about his past 
life, but bis answers are very vague 
and unsatisfactory and they had no 
idea where his people lived, or how 
"to geo njc them.” And the kind 
nurse shook her head. “There are 
queer folk In this world,” she said, 
“and the Irttle innocent is going to 
a better home now than he ever had 
before.”

“Promise ine,” said the child that 
evening, as the nurse was arranging 
him J or the night, “promise that 
yod won't take the 'omnibus’ away.
I want it to go with me.”

•She promised, and said that no 
one should ever have it but him ; 
and he went to sleep with it in his

When the next morning came, and 
the winter sun shown in through 
the hospital window, the Sun of 
Justice had already risen upon the 
little soul in a land where there is 
no setting, and the great Father 
had received the child outcast into 
his everlasting home 

But the childish body lay on the 
hospital bed with the omnibus still 
clasped in his cold white fingers; 
and when it was placed in the coffin, 
room was found there for it also; 
sj that Jesus and Ilia angels might 
see that the la/st thought of the 
much wronged babe had been one of 
forgiveness and love.

GRANDMOTHER is at the win
dow in her quiet room. She sits 
there most of the day, looking pla
cidly on the outdoor world. It is 
May-lime; the air is sweet with the 
breath of lilacs and creamy magno
lias. and a few late blossoms shine 
out redly on the japonica bush. 
There is a soft, droning sound from 
the bees as they settle upon some 
honey-laden branch.

Grandmother leans forward a lit
tle. Gertrude, the pretty grand
daughter, is coming up the walk, 
swinging her strap of books. There 
is all the charm and delight of youth 
in her light, firm step, and the poise 
of her brown head. Grandmother 
watches her ldvingly. “Dear little 
creature! ” she says, “seems like 
Just the other day when she was a 
little mite in her long white dress, 
putting out1 her arms and cooing to 
grandmamma to take her.”

she sighs a little, and then a 
wistfulneee creeps into her eyes, as 

on the buoyant, 
how more 

have passed 
•uch

a little, patient smile, at the feet 
on the old carpet hassock ; they 
move so slowly and languidly now. 
It is very sweet to be young and 
strong and glad! Will Gertrude 
think to look up, with a smile and 
a gay word? Sometimes she does, 
but often—well, it is no wonder 
young folks sometimes forget the 
old—they have so many beautiful 
things to think about.

She watches the clock with grow
ing eagerness. It is "almost time for 
the mail-carrier to come by. 'Per
haps she will get a letter to-day 
from Katharine. “Give my love to 
grandmamma, and tell her I am go- 

tA\zWritc to her aoon! " That is 
what Katharine has been saying for 
months in the postcripts of her let
ters to Gertrude. So grandmamma 
watches the clock every day as the 
time draws near for the gray uni-
SrTT1 1ligu/e to Com® diwn the 
stuct. If the letter does not come 
to-auy, it may to-morrow. That is 
the way grandmother always rea
sons trying to put away tiie chill- 
mg disappointment settling over

H is queer how an old, tired heart 
like hers can quicken its beating, 
Jimt for a little, fluttering hope, 
lhere is almost a childlike wistfui- 
noss in her eyes when the letter-car
rier comes in sight. He is in front 
of the house-by the gate now—but 
he passes by. She settle* back with 
a iittle patient sigh. She wishes 
the clock would go faster—it is so 
many hours before the dark comes 
and she can go to sleep. There is a 
new magazine laying on the little 
stand beside her, but her eyes nclio 
too much to even look at the pic
tures any morç.

She looks out of the window 
again, her face turned intently on 
the street, while the shadows grow 
longer on the yellow road and the 
bright, vivid green of the grass.
•* Twenty-thiee!” she says aloud. 
Jt is a little game that she has in
vented to cheat the monotony of her 
days— this counting of the bicycles 
that go spinning down the road 
Sometimes it is while horses that 
she numbers, sometimes it is the 
human passers. Whichever it is, it 
helps the minutes to go by.

MT US OO TO DS8JABDINS'

That is what is being said this 
season, among all the buyers of 
choice furs, at reasonable prices, for 
both poor aud rich. It is & well es
tablished fact that the great house 
of Charles Desjardins & Co. gives 
30 to 40 per cent, better value than 
anywhere else, for the same money.

Society Directory.

4 O H . DIVISION NO. 8. meets oc 
the first and third Wednesday ol 
each month, at 1863 Notre Da me 
street, near McGill. Officers : A1 
derman I). Gallery. M.P., Presi
dent; M. McCarthy, Vice-President 
Fred. J. Devlin. Rec.-Secretary 
1528F Ontario street. L. Brophv 
Treasurer; .John Hughes, Financial 
Secretary. 65 Young street; M 
Fennel, Chairman Standing Com
mittee; John O'Donnell. Marshal.

ST. ANN'S T. A & B. SOCIETY, 
established 1863.—Rev. Director. 
Rev. Father Flynn. President. D 
Gallery, M.P.; Sec.. J. F. Quinn 
625 St. Dominique street; M, J 
Ryan, treasurer 18 St. Aucustiu 
street. Meets on the second Sun
day of every month, in St. Ann's 
Hall, corner Young and Ottawa 
streets, at 8 80 d m.

A.O.II. LADIES' AUXILIARY, Di
vision No. 5. Organized Oct. 10th, 
1901. Meeting are held let 
Sunday of every month, at * |ua.; 
and 3rd Thursday, at 8 p.m. Mlea 
Annie Donovan, president; Mrs 
Sarah Allen, vice-president; Misa 
Nora Knvanaugh, recording-secre
tary, 155 Inspector street: Mise 
Emma Doyle, financial-secretary ; 
Miss Charlotte Sparks, treasurer. 
Rev. Father McGrath, chaplain.

ST. PATRICK'S SOCIETY.—Estat> 
lished March 6th, 1856, incorpor
ated 1863, revised 1864. Meets in 
St. Patrick’s Hall, 92 St. Alexan 
der street, first Monday of the 
month. Committee meets last Wed 
need ay. Officers : Rev. Director 
Rev. J. Quinlivun. P.P. President 
Wm. E. Doran; 1st Vice, T. J. 
O'Neill ; 2nd Vice, F. Casey ; 
Treasurer, John O'Leary: Correa 
ponding Secretary, F. Curran. 
B.C.L.; Recording-Secretary, T. P 
Tansey.

God does not always refuse when 
Ho delays; but He loves persever
ance. and grants it everything.— 
Bossuet.

One should bring to this exercise 
of religion (prayer) a pure heart, a 
soul disengaged from worldly occu
pations, and closed to every feeling 
of hate or revenge. When we pray 
with these dispositions, the Son of 
God prays, with us, for He is our 
Mediator, our Advocate with God, 
the High-Priest who receives and 
presents our obligations. Nor is It 
Christ alone who prays with us, but 
the angels also, and the souls of the 
just —Mgr Freppel (after Orlgen.)

FURS AT RIGHT PBlOMi

The certainty otf correctness In 
fashion, a choosing from the richest 
furs in America, the assurance of 
careful workmanship, the surety of 
right prices and credit given to all 
reliable buyers, these are a few of 
tho advantages offered at Charles 
Desjardins «* Co., the largest retail 
fur store in the world.

Business Cards,

T. J. O’NEILL,
Real : Estate : Agent,

IHO M. JAR EN NTREET.

Ruuts collected. Renting and repairing 
attended to and included in comaiieeion. 
Monthly returns of all collections. Special 
attention given the property of non-reei-

M. SHARKEY
Real Estate and Fire Insurance Agent

1S40 nnd 1723 XOTRG DAME ST., 
Montreal.

Valuations made of Real Estate. Per
sonal supervision given to all business. 

Telephone Main 771.

Tslsphons 3833.

THOMAS O’CONNELL
Dealer in General Household Hardware, Paints 

and Oils.
137 McCORD Street, cor Ottawa

PRACTICAL PLUMBER.

MS, STEM and HOT WATER FITTEI.
RUTLAND LINING. PITS ANT 8TGTM, 

CHEAP,
Orders promptly attended to. Moderate 

chargee .- : A trial solicited.

CARROLL BROS.,
KegUtered Practical Nauliarlaaa, 

Plumbers, Steam Fitters,
Metal and Slate Roofers.

795 CRAIG STREET, sear It. Astelee Street.
Drainage and Ventilation especially. 

CHARGES MODERATE. Telephone ISM

Ornes: 143 8t James At Tel., Mai* 64 
Residence ; Tbi.kphqnb, East 445.

JOHN P. O’LEARY,
[Late Building InspectorC P.Ry.J

Contractor and Builder
RKRIDENCF: 1 Wnrtdalt Av, Weetmwsw 

Estimates given ; Valuations made.

ST. ANN'S YOUNG MEN'S SOCIE
TY organized 1885 —Meets in Its 
hall, 157 Ottawa street. on Aie 
first Sunday of each month, at 
2.30 p in. Spiritual Adviser. Rev 
E. Strubbe, C.RS.R.; President. D 
J. O’Neill; Secretary, tJ. Murray 
Delegates to St. Patrick's League 
J. Whitty, D. J. O'Neill and M 
Casey.

ST. ANTHONY'S COURT, C. O. F., 
meets on the second *ed fourth 
Friday of every mealà 1* their 
hall, corner Seigneer* sad Metro 
Dame streets. A. T. •'Connell, C. 
R., T. W. Kane, secretary.

ST. PATRICK'S T. A, & B. SO
CIETY.—Meets on the second Sun
day of every month In St. Pat
rick’s Hall, 92 St. Alexander St., 
immediately after Vespers. Com
mittee of Management meets in 
same hall the first Tuesday of every 
month at 8 p.m. Rev. Father Mc
Grath, Rev. President ;z James J. 
Costigan, 1st Vice-President; Jno 
P. Gunning, Secretary, 716 St. An
toine street, St, Henri.

CONROY BROS.,
228 Centre Street.

Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steam Fitters

RMtcmiti and HKUHAXICAL 
RKLI.fl, «te.

Tel. Main 3552. Night and Day Serving,

Kstabmbhsd 1864.

C. O’BRIEN,
House. Sign and Decorative Painter

PLAIN AND DHOORATIVS
PAPER-HANGER.

Whitewashing sod Tinting Order* prenjtly 
attended to. Termt moderate.

tteeidenee 645, Offlee 647. Dorobester street, 
east of Bleary street. Montreal.

Bell Telephone, Mmin. 1406.

OF CANADA, BRANCH j
înîu, mih UAlrnmkAM

C.M.B.A.
26.—(Organised, L3th November 
1878.—Branch 26 meets nt St. 
Patrick’s Hall. 92 St. Alexander 
St., on every Monday of each 
mon?h. The regular meetings for 
the transaction of bur-ire's arc 
held on tho 2nd and 4th Mondays 
of ench month, nt 8 p.m. Spt ltu.l 
Adviser, Hev. M. Callaghan; Chan
cellor. F. J. Curran, B.C.L.: Pre
sident. -Fred. J. Sears; Rocording- 
Seeretory, J. J. CcWIgan; Finan- 
cinl-Serretary. Roht. Warren :

. „ . . J- H. ,F*eley, Jr.; Medi
cal Adviser* Dre. H. J. Harrison.

3, H. Merrill.

TEL. RAIN see».

T. F. TRUEY,
K eal Estate.

Money to Lend on City Property and 

« Issu sàmoi. Valuation.

Room 38, Imperial BuIIdtof,
1*7 f»T. JAM KM STBEST,

DANIEL FURLONG,
Wkoleeale and Retail Dealer in

CHOICE BEEF, Kill, MUTTON id Pill,
S4 Pria** Artbsr »sre*4.

Special rates for ChariUble InstitatieM. 
TsLsrsoyw. East 47.

LAWRENCE RILEY, '
SiMOor t-iJok. BUrt 

PI.I» «.4 OraUMStM 
.llkiid.6roeMlr.il 
ebtod. PortM e-Gfr 
■IfMt.rMkdi.


